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ITALIAN OPERA HOUSE. 


THE opera is now in its zenith; the 
available ¢roupe of its brilliant ar- 
tistes are in full song, the choristers, 
and coryphees are in ardour great; 
the orchestra, in full meridian pow- 
er is filling the vast arena with 
sounds the most invigorating and 
imposing; ‘‘ voice, fiddle, and flute 
no longer are mute,” and all are zeal- 
ously labouring to gather in a rich 
harvest, that at the close of the sea- 
son may reward the enterprising ma- 
nager for his arduous efforts to meet 
the wishes, and gratify the tastes of 
his subscribers,—the Court—its bril- 
liant aristocratic circle—and the di- 
lettanti, We can imagine the task 
of management of an establishment 
of this nature to be Herculean. The 
late lamented Laporte found it so ; 
but from his talented and spirited 


energy, he raised the opera, and sus- 


tained its power and brilliancy, leav- 
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ing a Grisi, Rubini, Persiani, Tam- 
burini, and the Lablache, as evi- 
dence at the close of his career, of 
his insuperable tact in securing to 
this establishment the most brilliant 
artistes from the South. This made, 
and thus ended Laporte’s successful 
career ; and in securing the same ta- 
lent, and adding to its former 
strength by the addition of Frezzo- 
lini, Mme, Poggi, Signori Ranconi, 
Guasco, Mario, and the only avail- 
able talent of bright Italia—‘ the 
sunny clime of voice and song,” has 
shown his ample fitness to follow in 
the footsteps of his experienced pre- 
decessor, and assuredly will Mr. 
Lumley reap a fit and golden reward 
for his laborious exertions. 

It will suffice for our present noe 
tice to glance at a few of the operas 
that Mr. Lumley has given us during 
the present season. The Beatrice di 
Tendi, the Elisa d’Amore, the Can- 
tatrice Villani, Il Barbiere di Sivig- 
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lia, the Matrimonio Segreto, and last- 
ly Rubini, “ The Prince of Tenors” 
in La Sonnambula, and his appear- 
ance in his original character of Ar- 
turo, with a brave and bold attempt 
of the graceful Persiani, in the ever- 
winuing part of Elvina, in I Puri- 
tani. If this be not management we 
know not whatis. Mr. Lumley, we 
again congratulate you—and we are 
but one of the sincere and zealous 
friends whom your unmatched esprit 
@ opera attracts within the walls of 
your ‘ crushing’ temple. 

There is one feature of the past 
week which alone demands our com- 
ments and which for want of space 
will force out our criticism on the 
Puritani till next week. The occur- 
rence was simply this—and although 
we have many a time and oft wit- 
nessed an aristocratic row, amid the 
refined circles of the Opera, (the 
“Omnibus Row,” the * Night of 
the Derby Row,” the ** Prince George 
and Tamburini Row,” in last year ;) 
yet never in all our days of riot did 
we witness in body whole, such a 
rumpus as constituted 


“ The Persiani Uproar” 


on Saturday last. The facts are few 
and simple, the language and de- 
meanour of the delittant2 mob equal 
only to the mob-exhibition at an Old 
Bailey execution. Persiani was ill— 
it was no feint—; Mr. Lumley knew 
her honor and faith, and believed 
the illness of the prima donna was 
real and unfeigned. She had sup- 
planted Grisi in her part of Elvira 
in the Puritani, She was to have 
repeated the part, making her second 
appearance, that night. He had 
every inducement to urge her to ap- 
pear again, both for her own sake, 
and that of the manager’s. But no- 
thing would do—nothing would sa- 
tisfy the disaffected; and no opera 
was permitted to be played, although 
Mr. Lumley made the following 
touching appeal both to their cour- 
tesy and gentlemanly feeling (?):— 

* All I wish, gentlemen, is not to 








be condemned unheard. I am asked 
why Madame Persiani does not sing 
to-night. Madame Persiani is soill, 
that it is impossible for her to appear, 
It is so common for an artiste to send 
a letter professing illness at an early 
period of the day, and to recover in 
the evening sufficiently to perform, 
that I do not like at once to give up 
all hopes of her appearance. She had 
hoped to do so up to the last moment, 
and, had it been possible, she was 
so honorable a person that her wish 
to discharge her duty to the manage- 
ment and to the public would have 
induced her to do so, I have done 
all I could to induce her to appear, 
but it was utterly impossible. Life 
and death, health and sickness, are 
not in my hands. I had then no al- 
ternative to change the opera or close 
the house, and I adopted the former 
alternative in the hope of pleasing 
you. I received no intimation of the 
illness of Madame Persiani till the 
middie of the day, and I published 
it as soon as possible after I had made 
proper efforts to induce her to ap- 
pear.” 

“ As the audience appear deter- 
mined to prevent the opera from be- 
ing proceeded with, I have given or- 
ders for the ballet to be proceeded 
with, and all persons who chose to 
retire may receive a check for ano- 
ther night, or their money.” 

Quiet was at length restored ; and 
a beautiful sylph like Cerito, danced 
in the splendid ballet of Alma; and 
by her inspiration hushed the stormy 
elements into a repose that ought al- 
ways to reign when genius and talent 
rule supreme. Of the future doings 
at the Opera, we will give a faithful 
report in our next. 





DRURY LANE THEATRE, 
A most important meeting of the 
proprietors of Drury Lane Theatre 
was held last week—important not 


| merely to the proprietors, it being — 


found by the secretary’s report that 
the theatre is now in a more promis- 
ing condition than it has been for the 
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last twelve years, but important also 
to the public as stamping with au- 
thority the pleasing information that 


’ Mr, Macready’s management has gi- 


ven to the whole body the highest sa- 
tisfaction, and that the result of the 
late season has led to a declaration by 
Mr. Macready “ that if he met with 
the degree of publie support which 
he anticipated = would pass the re- 
mainder of his professional career 
within the walls of Drury Lane thea- 
tre.” Indeed the whole proceedings 
of the meeting gave the lie direct to 
all the calumnies which a venal por- 
tion of the public press has, from in- 
terested and disappointed feelings, 
endeavoured to heap upon the first 
actor of the day; and we opine that 
henceforth the cowardly writers in 
the Dispatch, the Sunday Times, the 
John Bull, and the Satirist, will keep 
silence to shrink out of the ridicu- 
lous figure they now present in con- 
sequence of the proceedings of the 
meeting. We have not space to give 
the report which, throughout, speaks 
in the most flattering terms of Mr. 
Macready, and bears ample testimony 
to the superiority of his manage- 
ment; but the observations of the 
noble chairman of the meeting, the 
Earl of Glengal, are of such an in- 
teresting character that we strongly 
recommend our readers to read his 
speech, which may be found in any 
of the morning papers of Saturday 
last. 

It was our intention to have given 
some account of the late trial brought 
by Mr. Macready against the Dis- 
patch, but our Journal being full of 
matter very interesting in other re- 
pects, we shall merely observe that 
a verdict was given in favour of Mr. 
Macready, and although the amount 


| wasonly £5, which carries costs, the 
» Proprietors of the Dispatch, with all 
) their boasting, will 


ave, at least, 
£500 to pay to clear them of their 
folly. 


ENGLISH OPERA HOUSE. 
Unexx Rip, with Harley “ for the fun 








of the thing,” keeps every body alive 
with laughter. The Water-witches 
continue to ply their oars,—Lucille 
gives vent to her sorrows,—and O. 
Smith as Mephistopheles, appears and 
vanishes to the great horror and a- 
mazement of the lovers of the ter- 
rible. The Dice of Death is a revi- 
val, and itis creditably put upon the 
stage. Oxberry plays his original 
part of Hans Presto, with much a- 
musing effect, and O. Smith glories 
in his ¢mpersonation of the evil one. 
Diddear makes rather a ponderous 
lover, but deserves credit for his 
earnestness of manners. We hope 
soon to have some novelties to no- 
tice,—we perceive a new drama is 
underlined, and that the Illustrious 
Stranger will also be revived,—we 
are no great admirers of revivals, 





STRAND THEATRE. 


Revivats have been the fashion 
at this house, but we would rather, 
and so would the habitues of this 
favourite place of amusement, had 
to notice novelties, which, however 
to do justice to the management, are 
underlined, and in active preparation, 
the sooner they are produced the bet- 
ter for the interest of the theatre,and 
the amusement of the town. The 
houses, notwithstanding the warm 
weather, have been exceedingly well 
attended, and this we attribute to the 
magnetic attractions of the Keeleys 
who are a host in themselves, The 
best farce that has ever been pro- 
duced here is, unquestionably, the 
Boots of the Swan, which promises 
to run throughout the season. In 
this farce Keeley is inimitable, and 
unapproachable. The farce of Punch 
has lost none of its zest, and appears 
as full of spirits as ever, to Judge 
from the intoxicating laugh that rings 
through the house at Madame Snoz- 
zle’s imitations of German and Ita- 
lian singers. The Frolics of the 
Fairies need surely not have been re- 
vived—there is no very great merit 
in this fanciful piece, if we except 
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Hall’s Irishman, which is full of fun, 
life, and bustle, and Sander’s excel- 


lent impersonation of an old gipsey. | 


The scenery is very well painted, and 
the view of “ Auld Reekie” pic- 
turesque and striking. We hope Mr. 
Hall is prospering in his serious un- 
dertaking. 


SURREY. 


JOURNAL, 


SADLER’S WELLS. 
Tuere has been no change in the 
Se since our last. The 
attle of Waterloo as we anticipated 
from the very splendid manner in 
which it is got up, will run for some 
time. The scenes in thecircle, with 


| the splendid riding of Hillier, Stick- 
' ney, Hitchen, Le Petit Ducrow and 


Tue revival of operas, with the aid 
of Miss Romer, Messrs, Harrison, | 
Leffler, &c., has proved of great ser- | 


vice to the management. 
ences have been both respectable and 
numerous and the pieces have been 
well put upon thestage ; the orchestra 


should be a little more powerful to | 


give effect to the operas which are 
selected. 


QUEEN’S. 
Mrs. Honey is as sweet as ever, and 
her sweetness is nightly diffused over 
the theatre. She is an evening star, 
shining in the west, whose appear- 
ance is loudly greeted. 

A new romantic drama, called the 
Page of Naples is being performed, 
in which Mr. J. Parry performs his 
part in a masterly style, and Mr. 
Moss, a rival lover is very good; Mr. 
Maunders is full of drollery, and 
produces many a hearty laugh; and 
last, though not least, Mrs. Honey 
as the Page was beautiful throughout 
the piece, and sang some pretty songs 
very sweetly. The piece is put upon 
the stage very creditably ; the dress- 
es are very costly, and the scenery 
reflects much credit upon Mr. James, 
the painter and proprietor, especially 


The audi- | 


young Adams with Mme, Hillier and 
the other ladies, form a perform- 
ance of itself unequalled in its way. 





KENT THEATRE, 
Kensington. 
A Miss Villiers, of provincial cele- 
brity, took a benefit hereon Monday 
last. Having heard something of 
this young lady we ventured to peep 


in to witness her performance of the 


character of Pauliene Deschappelles 
in the Lady of Lyons, and we did 
not upbraid our curiosity. She is 
above the middle stature, with a well 
formed person, and seems to have 
had the advantage of a liberal educa- 
tion. Her performance at times was 
marked with a proper feeling, pow- 
erful, and appropriate action, which 
nothing but intense study could have 
accomplished. Her voice was rather 
weak, but this we attribute to a cold 
which we think she laboured under, 
She evidently wants to be more ac- 
customed to the stage, and with a 
little more self-possession would play 
the part very respectably. In the 
scene with Claude and his mother she 
seemed overcome with her part, and 


| the audience gave credit to her feel- 


the Illuminated ball-room, where he | 


has discovered a mine of taste and 
skill. Mr. Collins has been perform- 
ing in some of his favourite charac- 
ters; we think more of him as an 
Irishman every time we see him. The 


| was highly creditable. 


theatre has been well attended this | 


week; the visitors of this theatre 
cannot fail of being highly gratified 
for the Lessee has given his patrons 
* Perfection,” 


ings, by around of applause. Her 
dresses were appropriate and beauti- 
ful, and the performance as a whole 
Mr. Holmes 
played Claude with feeling and dis- 
crimination, but it is evident this 
gentleman is a direct copy of Mr. Ma- 
cready. The other characters were 
but indifferently sustained, excepting 
Miss Ward, who personated Madame 
Deschappelles in a very pleasing 
manner. The Poor Soldier and the 


Rival Pages closed the amusement of 
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the evening, and were received very 
well. We were sorry to see the 
house not full enough for a benefit, 
but the weather is warm. 








COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


Epinsurcu.—The clever ballet was 
re-produced on Thursday, entitled 
“ L’Amour et la Folie,” which pass- 
ed off with much eclat. The ballet 
contains a good number of pantomi- 
mic tricks, and introduces some ad- 
mirable dancing between Mr. and 





Miss Webster, aud Messrs. Sidini and 
Boleno. The other entertainments 
have been varied by light farces and 
striking melo-dramas; among the 
former the Bold Dragoons, an inter- 
lude by Mr. Morris Barnett, has re- 
peatedly kept the audience in roars of 
laughter. 

Newcastie.—As usual in the race- 
week, this theatre has been open 
every evening, Mr. Ternan having 
secured the services of Mrs. Waylett, 
Mr, Paul Bedford, and Mr. Wright, 
in addition to the regular company. 
Such a combination of comic talent 
was well calculated to draw crowded 
houses ; and in this respect, the res- 
pected manager has been exceedingly 
successful. As a recreation during 
the holiday season, it was impossible 
to suggest a better arrangement than 
that which Mr. 'Ternan has adopted ; 
for the legitimate drama has its claims 
upon public attention, and in times 
like these we need some diversity to 
relieve the monotony of our daily 
course. Miss Gates, of the Man- 
chester Theatre is another addition 
to the company, and is really a de- 
lightful and graceful dancer. The 
performances yesterday evening were 
‘The Fashionable Arrivals,” with 
the interlude of ‘‘ Matrimony,” and 
the after-piece of ‘‘ Dobson & Co.” 
—the house was crowded in every 
part. On Thursday: night the per- 
formances were under the patronage 
of the Steward of the Races. 

Dvusim.—On the 16th inst., the 
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annual benefit for the relief of the in- 
digent widows and brethren of the 
Masonic order took place, and in the 
absense of the Duke of Leinster, his 
place was supplied by the Right 
Worshipful W. White Esq., D. G. M. 
He was surrounded by the chief offi- 
cers of the order, and on the rising 
of the curtain, the Masonic version 
of ‘ God save the Queen’ was sung 
with effect, the brethren joining in 
the chorus. After the comedy of 
“ The Jealous Wife,” in which Miss 
Faucit supported the part of Mrs, 
Oakley, an address, written for the 
occasion by Brother Alfred Howard, 
was read by Brother Calcraft. The 
address was received with deserved 
applause, combining as it did, much 
of point and good feeling. We re- 
gretted to observe that the house was 
not so well attended as on similar 
occasions. ‘Then followed a long 
poetical masonic address, which we 
have no room for, 


DRAMATIC NOTINGS. 
No. 14. 


The Prompler. 


Tut prompter is a man wearied daily 
and nightly by the toils of his pro- 
fession. It is his duty, on a new 
piece being accepted, to see the parts 
fairly copied ; after this, he puts up 
a call in the hall and green-room ; 
to attend the reading, upon which 
occasion, he distributes the parts to 
the ladies and gentlemen. In fine, 
he is the first man in the theatre, and 
the last to leave it: his life is a 
drudgery, and yet sometimes he 
meets with a reward—in good faith 
he deserves it. ‘ Palmain qui mer- 
uit ferat.” 

ADIEU TO THE NEN.* 


(By J. A, Linnell.) 


Adieu lovely river, for ever we part ; 
Thy scenes and thy beauties though gor- 





geous, not few, 
| Are engraved on the innermost core of my 


eart, 
But alas! must I bid thee for ever, adieu 
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Thy scenes were my cradle—now food for my 
theme, 
And fancy will ever retain thee in view. 
My soul’s dearest treasures were found in thy 
stream 
But alas! I must bid thee for ever, adieu, 


In childhgod’s bright season my wild fancy 
bound me 
To thy bank when its verdure was glitt’ring 
with dew; 
When sunbeams and flow’rets were smiling 
around me, 
But alas! I must bid thee for ever, adieu. 


Thy bank is my birth-place, my pride, and 


my home; 
And fancy will ever retain thee in view ; 
Fate calls me away—I attend to my doom; 
Adieu, lovely river, for ever, adieu. 


Adieu, dear companions and friends of my 
youth, 
Never more, never more will friends equal 
be mine, 
In constancy, kindness, affection and truth; 
To or whom I leave on the banks of the 
ine. 


* The river Nine or Nen in Northamptonshire. 





ANTONIA, THE VICTIM OF PASSION. 


Written expressly for this Work. 


“* Oh! God,’ exclaimed I, ’ what 
shall I do ?’ 

‘** * You see fate has been kind,’ 
said Antonia. 

** T screamed in frenzy, and threw 
myself at her feet. ‘ Antonia! An- 
tonia ; let those doors be opened.— 
Let me have assistance, or I shall 
dash my brains against the wall. My 
dearest, fondest Antonia, J swear to 
love you ever—will be always by 
your side. I will not forsake you 
one instant—I will never quit you. 
You and I will fly from Spain, and 
find in some strange land, uninter- 
rupted felicity. I renounce friends, 
fortune, family, the whole world, 
and live but for you. But I cannot 
be separated from you. Live! Live 
for me; it is not too late—Live I en- 
treat, I implore you.—You are not 
the only victim. Antonia, be merci- 
ful to both.— If I lose you I die— 
Let us fly.’ 

“ At ie incoherent expressions 
of my grief, Antonia was aroused 
from her apathy, and started to her 
feet. 

““* No! Henry, no,’ was her an- 





swer, ‘I do not believe you; how 
often, and with the same truthful ac- 
cents have you pronounced vows 
equally as sacred and solemn. What 
you say to-day, you will forget to- 
morrow I cannot trust you.’ 

“* T pressed her to my heart. 

“ * Antonia, my life, my love, I 
will not let you die. Open the door ! 
help! oh help.’ 

“ *No! said she, tearing herself 
from me, ‘ to-morrow, you shall be 
free.’ 

‘“* Then occurred a scene so terrible 
in its details, so fearful in struggles, 
its groans, its cries, and its agony, 
that I cannot describe it. It was a 
scene so overpoweringly horrible, as 
can only be compared to the abyss 
described by Dante. Antonia, in 
the agony of death, was struggling 
with the poison, which was scorch- 
ing her vitals. She endeavoured to 
check the fire which was consuming 
her, by forcing a scarf into her 
mouth ; her teeth ground to powder, 
and her eyes ftashed fire. I tore the 
scarf from her grasp, and ran round 
the room in furious despair Anto- 
nia, on her knees, said her last pray- 
er. ‘Oh God! forgive me’ she im- 
plored, ‘ and take pity on him.’ A 
mirror was before her; Antonia saw 
the ravages of death on her counte- 
nance, and screamed with horror. 
‘ I am hideous, hideous! death 
gnaws within me’. 

“ ¢ The key! the key!’ screamed 
I, hoarse with emotion, and endea- 
vouring to tear off the locks with 
my fingers. My hands were cover- 
ed with blood. ‘ Antonia! be merci- 
ful, pity, pity, help!—the door.’ I 
rolled on the floor, overcome with 
terror. She was doomed ! the con- 
vulsions returned with fearful vio- 
lence, and she gradually sank a 
corpse in my arms—expending her 
last breath in a kiss. 

“* But a few words more remain to 
be told. The following day, the do- 
mestics burst open the doors.—TI was 
consigned to prison; but a letter 
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from the Marchioness, penned before 
her death, and found in her bed 
room, exculpated me from all blame. 
I escaped from Spain, and endea- 
voured to find consolation in travel. 
But my life was embittered. My con- 
science constantly upbraided me, and 
the picture of my victim haunts me 
night and day. I am truly a wretch- 
ed and miserable being, and shall 
find no consolation but in the tomb. 

Uncie Sam. 


In Preparation :— 


The Tuft of Black Feathers—a le- 
= of the Hartz—The Golden 

ullet—a true story,—and The three 
Enchanted Cups—a fairy tale by 
Aunt Deborah. 





THE GOOD OLD DAYS OF THE 
DRAMA. 


MAtone asserts that the perform- 
ances at the theatres “‘ began at nine 
o'clock in the afternoon;” but he 
was certainly mistaken, and the only 
authority he adduced by no means 
established his position. The usual 
time for visiting the theatre was after 
dinner; but Davenant states, in the 
prologue to his Unfortunate Lovers, 
produced in 1638, that of old so 
eager were the spectators to secure 
good places, that they sometimes 
came without their dinners— 

For they to theatres were pleased to come, 

Ere they had dined, to take up the best room, 
The usual hour of dining, in the ci- 
ty at least, at this period, was twelve 
o'clock. In Haughton’s English- 
men for my Money, Pisaro, the Por- 
tugal merchant, goes to the Exchange 
about eleven, and comes home to 
dinner at noon. There might then, 
as now, sometimes be an affectation 
of late dining; and Dekker, in his 
Gull’s Hornbook, 1609, represents 
his gay hero as dining at two o’clock, 
and afterwards visiting the theatre. 
In fact, the performance of plays be- 
gan at three o'clock, as appears by 
the following proclamation made by 
an actor, in Histriomastix, 1610, 


SER 





vlayed very shortly after, if not be- 
fore, the death of Elizabeth :— 


All they that can sing or say, 
Come to the Town-house, and see a play: 
At three o’clock it shall begin. 


In the articles between Henslowe and 
Meade, and Dawes the player, in 
1614, it is expressly stipulated that 
he shall be ready “‘ apparelled to be- 
gin the play at the on of three 
o'clock in the afternoon,” which, 
without further evidence, seems quite 
decisive. 
To be continued. 





Chit Chat. 


Mr. G. Vandenhoff the elder is to do 
the heavy at Covent Garden next season, 

Mr. Wilson’s last entertainment drew 
on Monday night, the fullest and most 
fashionable audience of the season; we 
observed several gentlemen present in full 
Highland costume. In a private concert, 
this is perfectly ridiculous, especially 
when they select reserved seats, the better 
we suppose to be seen. Mr. Wilson, in 
thanking his audience at the conclusion 
of the lecture, mentioned his having re- 
ceived several letters from strangers, one 
complaining that he did not sing songs 
enough for one evening,—his number be- 
ing on the average at least twelve every 
night ;— another said he could not at- 
tend, as he never patronised cruelty to an- 
imals; and a third advised him not to 
drink, as he understood that vocalists 
were in the habit of taking large quanti- 
ties of brandy to preserve their voices. 

Last Saturday was one of the fullest 
houses ever known at the Surrey Theatre, 
there being no less than £160 in the 
house; we du not wonder at this, seeing 
how admirably La Sonnambula is put 
upon the stage. 

Madame Heinfetter has left the German 
company, in consequence of the manage- 
ment offering her ten, instead of her usu- 
al salary of twenty pounds per night. 

The German company do not depart by 
the Batavia steamer as announced on the 
top of their bills, but join Bunn at Vaux- 
hall Gardens, 

Mr. Batty and company are performing 
at Northampton to over-crowded audi- 
ences ; and numbers are compelled to re- 
turn home, being unable to gain the in- 
terior of the theatre. 

Tom Mathews and Howell are engaged 
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fortwo months at Paris. The tricks, &c. 
are being made by Mr. Blamir, and the 
dresses by Mr. Palmer, both of Drury 
Lane. The engagement commences on 
the 10th of July. 


“ Foreign nations have no taste for our | 


Shakespeare.” said Bishop Sherlock to 
Voltaire. “ That is true,”’ replied he, * but 
they only know him by bad translations. 
Slight defects are exposed and great beau- 
ties concealed. A man born blind, can 
never persuade himself that a rose is beau. 
tiful, when the thorns wound his fingers.» 

An Asiatic chief, being asked his opi- 
nion of wine, said he thought ita juice 
extracted from woman’s tongues, and 
lion's hearts, for after he had drank enough 
of it, he could talk for ever, and fight 
the devil. ; 

To be truly and really independant, is 
to support ourselves by our own exertions. 

“1 am afraid of the lightening,” mur- 
mured a pretty woman during a thunder- 
storm. ‘ Weil you may be,” sighed her 
despairing adorer, ‘* when your heart is 
of steel.” 

An Irishman fights before he reasons ; 
a Scotchman reasons before he fixhts ; 
and an Englishman is not particular as to 
the order of precedence, but wil] do either 
to accommodate his neighbour. A modern 
general has said the best troops would be 
as follows:—An Irishman half drunk, a 
Scotchman half starved, and an English- 
man with his belly full. 

Two gentlemen conversing together one 
asked the other if he had ever gone through 
Euclid. The reply was, “| have never 
been farther from Liverpool than Run- 
corn, and I don’t recollect any place of 
that name between Liverpool and there.” 

What is the general worth of a Sover- 
eign ?—19s. 10d. 

Why is the principal performer at a the- 
atre like a heavenly body ?—He is a star. 

Why should everybody take the advice 
of the late representative of Lady Mac- 
beth at Drury Lane?—Because she is a 
Warner. 

Why is the representative of Shake- 
spear's cliff on theslage like the emblem of 
Ireland ?—It is a Sham-rock. 

We regret to hear that the Theatre at 
Colburg has fallen in, and killed about 
thirty individuals, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


T. Thompson.—Mr. Yates became Lessee of | 


| the Adelphi in 1825, ' 
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W.S.—Mrs. Bartley was a Miss Smith, ai 
actress of considerable ability ; formerly 
of Covent Garden. : 

A looker on.—If he will give us his address, 
we will give publicity to the statement. 
K. Y.—{t is quite impossible to accomplish 
the particulars in the way he describes. 

A Renter.—About the Ist of October. 

Elia—Is thanked, it will appear in our next. 

Monata—Shall have a place the first oppor- 
tunity. 

Anadmirer of Ducrow—We understand the 
person who owned the ground would not 
agree to Mr. D.’s terms, and he being un- 
well, Batty made an offer which was ac- 
cepted. ; 


ADVERTISEMENTS 





The Thames Tunnel. 


T° OPEN daily, (Sundays excepted,) 
from Nine in the Morning until Dark, 
and is brilliantly lighted with Gas. The present 
Entrance for Visitors is on the Surrey side of the 
River, close to Rotherhithe Church. The Tun- 
nel is now completed, and is 1,200 feet in length. 
Admittance One Shilling each. Visitors will 
shortly be enabled to pass through from the Mid- 
dlesex side, and of which due notice will be gi- 
ven. By order of the Board of Directors, 
J. CHARLIER, Clerk tothe Company. 
Company’s Office, 2, Walbrook Buildings, City, 
July, 1842. 

. B. Conveyances to ROTHERHITHE, by 
Omnibus, from Piccadilly, Charing Cross, Fleet- 
st., and Gracechurech-st. Also by Steam Boats, 
from Chelsea, Vauxhall, Lambeth, Hungerford, 
Adelphi, Old Shades Pier, and London Bridge, 
to the Tunnel Pier at Warrinc. Books with 
Plates descriptive ofthe Works are sold at the 
Tunnel, price One Shilling. 





Madame Tussaud’s 


HE KING of PRUSSIA, the Prince 
of Wales, the Princess Royal in their 
splendid cot — Commissioner Lin and his 
onsort, modelled expressly for this ex- 
hibition by Lamqua, of Canton, with the 
magnificent dresses worn by them—the gor- 
geous Coronation Robes of George the 
Fourth, designed by himself at a cost of 
£18,000, with the room fitted up for the pur- 
pose—is acknowledged to be the most splen- 
did sight ever seen by a British public.— 
Admittance, One Shilling. — Open from 
eleven till dusk, and from seven till ten — 
Madame TUSSAUD and SONS.—Bazaar, 
Baker-street, Portman-square. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 
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